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LUCILLE LO

By the “MASTER PEN"
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(Synopsis of preceding chapters.)

While students together at West Point, and in love
with the same girl, Sumpter Love proves dugo Loubeque
& thief, and Loubeque in olaboyorably discuinrged. Love
wins the girl The emnity thus begun fuds outlet In
later years at Manila, winfi & hutler thief in the employ
of Loubequeé, now it internntlonal spy, steals valuable

pers from the Govermment safe of General _Lovo.
Eubequo salls with them on the steamship Empreaﬁ
and Geperal Love gecuses Lieut Glbson, his aide &n
the swesthear} of his daughter Lucilla, of the cd. e
Loubaque se n Wircless message cieverly lnsinuating
that General Love had sold the papers to & forelgm

er. To saye the-hanor of the man she loved and

o ernse the stigma from her father's name, Lucllle
evalls upon rey. a government avintoer. 1o l:n.lle
r oul to the ahip, 'n his nervplune.  To foil Laucllle,
Loubeque destroys the wireie®s apparatus on the Em-
Press and Is hurt in the resuliing explosion. In lisr
pearch for the papers, Luellle becumes his nurse, and
when the ship takes fire, secures them. ‘The vessel Is

wd to the waters dge and Lucllle drifts to a
atrunge island on the oar of a crushed lifeboat. Luctlle
18 rescucd Ly friendly aavages She i3 given an amulet
for curing the ehiefs daughter, and it proved potent

nst the machinetions of Hugoe Loubeque, who, tnli_‘e-
::: cast on the island. ‘Jl-.u.m to get the papers e
burns Lucille's hut, but she escepes with the precious
papers. He sends @ decoy measage asking her 1o co ; ﬁ
1o the home of & nelghboring chlef, whyse wile Is
and in need of nutsing. On the way there she falls
tnto & covered pit, dug by Loubegue across her path
Her gulde, an urtl crone, takes the papers from Luellle,
gives them to Loubeque. Wwho gues with them to
jungle. His gulde and servant steals them, but 1ia
Killed by a Hon, and Lucille, who had tralled them
thres davs, recovers them from the bedy. Luclile
meets & atrange cave-dwelllng people, is attacked by
monkeys, eseapes in a cancve and ia carried into an
underground whirlpool. She is rescued by Captain
Wetherell nnd taken aboard his yacht hers she
meets Loubeque, who Is aiso pleked up by the nct‘nt.
which 18 carrylng contrnband arms to Chinese rebels
When warships pursie, Wetherell selzes the papers and
puta Luciile and Loubeque to sea in an vpen yout, be-
cause they know toc much of bis plans Thelr water
ves oul and Lucille nearly dies before they reach
nina in safety. Hugo, after nurslng Luculs bk 0
life, goes after Wetherall to get the papers vack. andd
captures him. Luctlie follows Laubwate. aboard a Huer,
4 ahadows him. She is discoversd during the rip o
gn Francisco, in thg hold, and ou belng releared,
chea Loubeque's room for the piapers  Ie catcles
tles her up, convinces the captnln that she 18
ane. and_on the vessel's arrival at port Las her
whirled away in o taxi o o strange home with movable
floors and myunljcrl-;ua hooiled ilgu;-?"uu:t;l.u‘.::mlﬂli
eids the pdfera ofice are 1
kT R wibegie decides to send ber

wa, but s caught
to rL ranch In Mexico for safe-kedplng.
CITAPTER XXXL
Thompson Finds an Arlicts of Intcrcst,

8 Thompson, the butler-thief, swift-
Iy descended to the ground-floor
and oat into the court to secrete
the body of the man who Lud
fallen from tlie roof top, t!wre wus
no trace ypon his immobile eoun-
tenance of the desperate strugsle
through which le had just been.
Every movement of the wan
scemel timed, perfeetly attuned.
Ay he bent over the body, one
leg of which was twisted ont at a4 grotesque
wngle, the hubit of his life still clung. Kuoecling,
bis honds fluttered over the nan like tiny, white
birds. Through the pockets he woet, I:'lﬂlllg hh.\'In
completely and replicing  those thiugs which
oould bLe of no value 1o him. lie stopped as Lie
unwrapped the note Lucille had written on the
sorap of paper nud bound about the Tuby.

For jnst a f{ructional space of time, ineredu-
lity, avarice, aud puzeled  delight fought for
mastery upon. his face, In lis eyes Tionnd :m_d
round he turned the preat, glowinr rdby, his
flaming eves matching iu brlllin]uc_r toy shults of

whieh the faccts east forlh.

u‘:h&lut- Thoupson wos perfectls trained. Sceret-
ing the ruby in his pocket, he caveluliy liftedd his
burden and carried it to the busement of the
house. When Le was quite through with Lis task,
he carefully removed the traces of dust \\'pwh
his gruesone tasl bad forced ‘.l[l-u:_h;u‘n‘ Then
he took oue Jast, lovlng ook at his find and
started in search of lis master. Already a plan
bod entered bis cwpning Lraln to gain the rest
of the necklace, & plan whereby Loubeque was
to be no galuer.

CHATTER anﬂ.
A Thieg Is Rudcly Foiled.

“IETLY, Lucille allowed hevsell to be oom-
ducted baek to the roorm from which she hiad
just mwade her eseape. Her heart way so heavy
she did not care what liapoened. Resiambraoscs
of her mission bad faded into @ blaik before
the ombipresent hoeror of the grotesdue dueath
of the skip's captain who, out of the chivalry of
his own nmtore, had voluntecred to save her,
DReside the broken window shtlelsut, plul&l?g.
anning, scheming, doing anything to drive
fn-: :ge morbic thoughts which barried her,
the terrible visions that hovered everywhere
ground lier. She bad tried her best but still fall-
wre do her footsteps. Her sweetheart bad
: ed from the army under snch o cloud as
miust have broken his spirit completely. MHis
feart she knew was already broken by her
seemi disbelief in him; her father was en-
tanglcd fn the sume net with his aide. And she
beld the key to the situntion, a key with no
lock to fit. She alune knew where the papers
that would clear up the entire mystery were lo-
cated and she was a priscner of the man who
bad not only woven but bad also cast the met
about him.

“Mr., Loubeque's compliments, Miss Lueillel”
murmured the Dutler, ns he noisléssly approached
with a tiny glass of liquor, “and he thought a
tiny ".l!gnmjgm prove beneficial to the nerves

nk you, Thompson,” she murmured
swostly. "Tell yvour prument employer 1 shall
gladly do so. But," she added, her eyes flashing
maliciously,” 1 fm-l,mt.l Mr. Ioubeque has becn
our em er ri along.” .
. 'I!Isel::’l.l shom by no sign that the arrow
had pierced his perfect armior of deference. He

1 bowed.

te s0, Miss Lueille, Thank you."
“Pefore his perfect aplomb, Lucille stood un-
decided. Her nerves were shattered and the
d#ink, she knew, would do her good. But there
bad been that look in the man's eyes. She could
not be mistaken in it. Still, how would he dare
attempt anything in the house of Loubeque? She
touched her tongue to the delicious, flery stuff
and waited. A sensation of comfort slowly ap-
proached her wenry spirit, o feeling of lassitude=,
delightful after the larrowing thonghts that bad
anno her. Bhe fought the sensation away,
t that such a tiny sip would have no
such effect unless it had been doctored.

Pouring out the liquor carefully, she lay
sgainst the pillows in o posture of dreamleds
sleep. It was half un Bour before her patience waa
rewarded. Then Thompson sli stealthily into
the room, & smilé of eager triumph breaking the
mask of his face as he ced toward her.
Lucille flexed herself, a spring wound to ita
h“'.l'.?:;cb. pproached swiftly, silently, with

mpson 8 ¢! &W » Bilently,

i‘: stirety !:H she had always ldentified with him,
which bad made her regard him as a perfect
servant before, but which appalled her now, He
wes beside her, leaning over her, his band grop-
ing. at her throat. she thought he ‘was
about to close his flugers upon ber throw:, Lul

moved, swiftly, delicately, so lightly -he

conld scarcely feel their welight. A Jittly ex-

clamation of triumph as his finger ‘touched
m'pﬁh:a ltmhh&nhﬁ m.mm

steei spring uncofled with tremendous suddenness,

Taken by surprise before the vicious fury of
the girl’s attack the butler stagpered back. Be-
fore he could recover she was upon him, ariving
him toward the door. He lifted his hands to
fend his face then stopped abruptly as he stag-
gered ioto his master, jnst entering the room.

Hugo Loubeque waited, watching the furions
girl and the ruffled butler curiously, A smile
corved his lips as he turned toward her.

“You object to the druught, I presume. I
assure vou it has wo {1l effects and will make
the journcy ome of pleasure instéad of weari-
ness,” Then he whirled upon the butler, his face
hard as granite, his teeth clipping off each word
like steel particles.

“What are you doing here?”

*1 came to see if the draught had taken ef-
feet,” silkily murmuored the butler.

“By what authority?”

“Asking your pardon, sir, but I suggested it
and was afraid it might have a bad effect. 1
grew to take an interest in Miss Lucille in
Mangila, sir, and did not wish—"

Loubeque frowned heavily but ent him short
with an impatient wave of his hand. Luecille felt
o sudden impulse to tell him the truth but con-
quered it swiftly. She could fight Thompson
rouch easier thun this man. She must keep her
own cocncil. The spy turped to her again.

*You did not take the draught?”

“No!”

“l assure you on my word as a gentleman
that it will canse you no incouvenience. Further,
1 boped pot to be obliged 10 teli you that if
you do mnot take it willingly, you will be com-
pelled to gei it down."

She beut her head doeilely. Resistance was
cut of the question. and, after all, she must save
her strength to fight the big things. As he turped
to give an order to the butler she interposed,

“1 will do as you ask) she said quietly.
“But I would prefer & woman's bringing it to
me. Also 1 would like your word that 1 shall
hiave the constant attendance of & wowman while
it is effective.”

Hugo Loubeque bowed slowly, and, waving
his servant Lefore him left the roow. Luocille,
ten minutes luter, aecepted the fragile glass from
the mysterions womnn who had abdueted her at
the wharf. After 8 mement’s hesitation, o shud-
der at the enmticing colors shed from the stufl,
she drafned the elnus |

Languor—eomfort—peace—. She gave her-
self wp to the drug with a prayer; o prayer she
felt 50 certain would be heeded, that, in her
sluitber, & smile parted her lips, played about
her conntesauce. And when she awoke she was
at Loubeque's Mexican ranch.

CIIAPTER
At the Wishing

L('l‘.'\'-". ramliling honscs of Spanish architecture

iotted thie great aven which the enriously fan-
tastic, wholly uartistic  fence enclosed. The
grounds were Tnid out jn orderly fashion, bloom-
fugr like the Cuardeu of Eden with a riotous pro-
fusion of flowers that rested their heavy pes-
fues lazily wpon the ether, blending wnd har-
monizing yet never cloying and never oppressive,
Munstrons cacti, tiny hedgerows, minute sword
pilins, bayonet trees, everything seemed to hase
sought this soil. Never a suggestion of the lack
of uririnality which the lundscupe pardner gives
an estute, but showing a decided character that
woulld Lase told the most undiscerning something
of the owuer's churacter,

This pew Loubeque! Always had she asso-
elated him with the manner of her knowing him.
Tites be had been tender, other tiwes he had
Leen cruel, alwayvs was he crafty, cunning. cour-
ageous, o one-idesl mwan. Bul now he seemed all
poet, painter. She could bear the softened tones
of his voice ag, with some'of his companions, he
wianldersl about the grounds, tenderly explain-
fmygr W them the Listory, the beauty of the flow-
ers, the rurc specics he hiad imported for the
pluce, Always would he show a tender regard
for the bLeauty of Nature which struck Lucllle
a. wliaost feninine, She feared this man more
thun she did the ove of the diary, feared him
becase she was learning that the warm climate
wits supping her of her purpose, foreing lethargy
upon ber uore powerful thau basds of fron:

It wus after one of these rambles that she
noticed signs of some impeuding change about
the sneonge. It was while she watched the spy
wandering about the gardens of s morning, won-
dering at the tenderness with which he would
bend to the flowers, inhaling the fragrance, ex-
swining their buds and blossoms, that he sud-
denly walked toward her, entering the house to
shortly enter her coom,

“I am leuving today,” he began abruptly, all
the nature-lover gone from his cold, stern man-
ner. “Again I ask you to tell me where you put
the papers.”

“Then they haven’t been found—" Bhe
stopped abruptly, realizing that her delight had
revealed quite as much as his demand.

Loubeque shook his head, studying her face
keenly, evidently recoguizing the stecl of an un-
breakable nature. He held cut his hand and
clusped her own, his ¢yes steadily fastened upon
her face.

“I am sorry, Lucille, that you cannot aee the
folly of thls. It is your last chunce to tell me.
It is your last chance to eount me s friend. I
am walting"”

She did not answer. Their cyes met and
Leld, both filled with an unaltered purpose. Then
Loubeque, without s word, left the rocm.

Nor did she see him again. That he had
Em:n she knew from the Ilaxness about tbe

vuschold, among his servauts: It gave her food
for hope. She must escupe, 8he must. She must
escape before the irun grip of dreminy languor
about the pluce became vubreakable

She bhad to fght ngainst lesiog thought of
everylhing in this bower of content. _ﬁ'amnn
emotions scemed so far away from the spiritual
ones which reached out and grasped at her wia
greedy fingers. She could close her eye. and,
lulled by the intoxicating verfumes, wander off
into day dreams of faney rurer even than those
which bad come to her maiden soul in the hours
wken her wweetheart was by ber side and per-
feet happiness dwely in ber bheart acd shadows
dared not jutrude. SR I

Dut plnays when she wandered thus, always
when her feet moved w'th her spir'y, ghe would
encounter one of Loubeque's  mides, always
masked, nlwoys casually surprised ot coming
upon her, always urbane and polite yet insistept
upon turning her in an o] direction. The
surveillance was of such a pature as pever 10 be
obtrusive @ind never to bé out of bher mind. It
scémed so incongruous in this placs, just as the
appearance of a horde of wild beasts m'she have
appenred incongruous. ;

It got uwpon her nerver to such an extent
that nhe“ﬂufllly t::k 1o the house and remained
there. e felt the prison atmosphere Were and
there was no such startliog contrast between the
dreamn and the reality to bring her from out the
glouds »f her dream spirit. Every room was
Em‘l and, though she knéw they wire not here
the purpose, served it ado

XXXIII.
Well.

From here her resolution was always clear
before her, her purpose indomitable. Looking out
upon the courtyard from her grated window,
there was something ominons sbout the striped
Spanish sword grass, the ‘giant cacti with its
huge fingers pointing heavenward, the stone
patio that suited the mood of resolution iuto
which she had foreed herself and against which
the heavy odors of the flowers, the blosscming
citrus and orange trees made but scant headway.

Idlinﬁehere, yet always plotting the first
move to made when she escuped, she noticed
the slightest trifle, grew' acutely sensitive to
ev incident.

ompson seemed upon his master’s depart-
ure to have lost poise as thoughts of the ruby
neckiace his fingers had touched seared itself
upon his brain,

She recalled how he had served in Ther
father's house so long with never a suspicion
from anyone that he was other thun the perfect
butler with a thought outside of hiz work. And
then she recalied the incident of the neclilace,
the manner of his entering the room when he
thought her under the influence of the drug, the
nimble fingers that caressed her throat without
touching it— Always would she shudder at the
recollection, then deliberately drive it from her
mind. .

It was the fourth day since the departurs

Before the great ball that was sed
upon the flagging beside the patio fountain, be-
side which stood the monstrous, hoary, grey
palm tree, he halted, staring through the slits of
his mask into its clear depths. Bhe trembled as
she looked upon the fiaming eyes so close to the
reflection of her own face., Suddenly he tore the
mask from him and tossed it to ofie side, closing
bis arm fiercely about her waist and drawing her
soft cheek against his swarthy one. Together they
stared into the ball, his eyes luminous with a
wild love, hers moist with mingled sympathy and
fear, Gently she disentangled Mis fingers, sur-
prised at the numbness of them, the ease with
which they responded to her will.

“You must go buck,” he murmured hoarsely,

The Spy Turned to Her Again. “You Did Not Take the Draught?” He Said.

of the master of the plaee, that, standing beside
her iron barred window. she saw the figure of &
man fopping & rize in the distance and drawing
swiftly nearer. There was something strangely
fawiliar about Lim, womething she seemed 10 r2-
call, About fifteen yards away he held a short
eonversation with a sentry whe sprang omt be-
fore bim. The man nodded, satisfied, and movel
away. In sleshed wolero, tight trousers and gold
brajded sombrero of straw, his long black hair
waving grocefully o his ;hnulrirrs. the man
made an impressive figure as he fm‘-fenpd stendy,
undeviating cyes upon her window until she was
positive he was Jooking at her for a purpose.
Suddenly, his right hand shot up and remained
there in an obvions signal. After a moment he
spurred hiz horse to the eonrt yard and stumped
inside. Low voices hbummed In conversation, then
the man apprarcd before ber, offering his arm.

“Senor Lousbeque sent me that 1 might es-
cort you about the grounds, mizht place myself
at your disposal” he murmured.

Lucille drew away from him at mention of
his master, bu: somwething in the menning eyes
behind the mask reassured her and she moved
oot into the patio. Iere they passed Thompson,
whose eyes durteds n message of suspicion at
them, whose body seemed intent upon following.
She felt the biceps of her escort flexing cven
after they were out of sight. ]

“He thinks all is mot right” said the man
quietly. “Well” he added with a low sigh, “he
is right in his suspicion. I could not hope to
fool that man. Only o little less wise is he than
Hugo himself”

“Not right!” Exclamation and question it
was. She drew away, clasping her hands delight-
edly, “Then you have come to help me—"

“I have come,” he answered quietly, “be-
cause I could not help coming. T have eome be-
cause sinee first I looked upon you—you will for-
give me—there in the cilly home of Hugo, when
T looked wpon your face 1 have seen no other, I
have come because 1 coula not stay away. I hava
come against the will of the man to whom I
owe everything., the man I love, because you
called me, becanse-"

She touched his nrm lightly with her fingers

_in mute appeal. Her woman's instinct told her

that such a love as this might be turned to ac-
count, and, though she hated herself for the
self-divination, she knew the woman in her
would urge along anything to save lLer sweet-
hear.. The blood of the leopard is that of the
purring house-cat .

Slowly they wandered through the beautiful
gardens, speaking of what they saw, yet never
touching upon the subject nearest both their
hearts. Suddenly the man scemed unable to
stand the strain longer and she touched his arm
sympathetically, but be drew away with a little
cry of near-pain.

“Come with me to the erystal ball,” he
cried, “and see the vision that ans baunted iny
eyes su long & .ime, Come with me to the
crystal and see the jace that Las made me for-
eet my vows, {orget the one T love and fear, for-
get everything save the desire for life that 1
may lay down to bring a smile to it. Come with
me to the erystal nswl see the face that, close
my eye= tightly as I may, will always stand in
that narrow slit between the lid and retina; see
the face that has made me cry through the
nighf, ery to the moon and to the stars, to every-
thing in Nature for ald in gaining it; see the
fuge thet peeps at me from the heurt of the rose
and wakes the rose blush for its own tawdriness,
e with me, lady of my heart.”

Hefore the tempestuousness of his voice,
Lucille followed his leud. Gone from her was
every. thought of immediate escape, Bhe saw
that the man could not he bandled easily, that
sbe could mot escape from him any more than
she could from the othes minions of the spy

the uvse of craft. And yet she feit a

W
curious gy for that she must
hmnpsax bim, psin m

*I was mad to think of such a plan

She did not snswer for s moment. Two
great tears slowly welled to her eves, rested on
the fringe of lushes 8 moment then splashed
upon his hand, He stared st them stupidly, rev-
ercutly.

“l see n faee,” she murmured softly, her
volee very low awd far away. “I see a face and a
goene that s different from the one you see. I
eee Mauila—home —loved ones—loved ones griev-
Ing for a girl they think is lost to them for-
eter. 1 see gy, the handsomest, bravest,
truest man in the world—the man I love. He is
disgraerd. e is beart brokeo, He is giving up
the sword L loved, the sword he swore to never
litt save in defense of his country’s hooor and
the honor of o swoman. fe i= giving up all that
life Lisldz dear to him, just ns be has long since
been bereft of all he ecared to bave from life,
becavse 1 am imprisoped here

She stopped, her eyes lurge and Juminous
aod far away as though the scene was actually
wirrored in toe Lall, Slowly sbé eontinned.

“And I-—do not care for anything exccpt his
Lappiness. I do not ecare for freedom, 1 do mot
care for auything except his happiness. He is all
I have to love. Ue is my whole world. I would
gacrifice everything for him and for his honor.™
She turned swiftly, ber bauods reaching toward
her neck and uunfastening the ru neclklace.
“Here, my friend, take this. It is all 1 have to
give ‘except uy gratitude. Take it and help me
to the man I love.”

He took the necklace, turring it idly about
in his hands, then hungrily lifted his eyes to her
face, as though nanimare beauty was s thing
of no actount in comparison, He took her arm
again and thoughtfully led her, round devious
paths, to a deep, sunken well, before which he
pauscd, o curious smile upon his lips.

“It is the Wishing Well,” he murmured, “ths
Wishing Well before which all who have looked
into the ecrystai ball and seen that their heart
most desires must kneel and make request. It ia
the legend, but, ah!—" He turned away to hids
the swift contortion of jealousy and pain that
suffused his face. “But 1" he continued quietly,
*] cannot wish, my lady, for all that life holds
dear, all that life might promise has gone from
out my heart wud left me nothing but ashes.
Look inwo the Wishing Well, my lady, and make
request.”

She kmelt besic. ae well obediently, almost
fearful of the m.gic powera he ascribed to it,
knelt while he stowd over her, staring longingly
at her exquisite figure, the beautiful face mir-
rored so plainly back at him by-the hushed wa-
ters. She clasped her hands.

“Oh, Wishing Well, let me.but hold in my
hands the honor of my sweetheart that I may
give it back to him; let me but serve his ha
piness and I shall ask for nothing mord,
avith me as you desire but grant my only wish.”

He touched her lightly o the arm and
she rose obediently, her eyes glowing like jewels
at the privilege of baring all the emotion that
had been locked within her heart, with never a
chance for expression. Lightly he tossed the
ruby necklace up and down in his pahlm, then
placed it gently sbout her neck.

“One look in your eyes,” he said softly, his
mellow voice breaking under the torment of
what he knew to be a hopeless love, “ia more
beautiful, more rare, more precions to me than
any jewe!. And I shall treasure each look in the
hours when my soui suffers because I have been
faithless to the man 1 reverence and love. Come.”

Lueille stooped swiftly, plueking & ross from
the bush beside her and impulsively lifting it to
her lips and crushing . them the petals.
Blushing with confusion, she offered it to him.

‘He took it reverently, staring at the dew drop
. .upon one of ita petals. A ous dew drop,
for the grass was dry and no other liguid dia

mond sparkled snywhere about.”
Blowly, silently, yet in g;::'ct understand-
ing, they moved back to the :

Bee “Lucille Love 1 motion plctures at Riverside Park tsnlght and tomorrow night—(Adv.)
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CHAPTER XXXIV,
Thompson's Plans Go Wrong,

T was the following day t
D e ety 2 fint Lo apuint
ished to find it bending before her. She looked
more closely and was astonished to find that one
bar had been cut cleanly thro Bhe examined
the remsinder of the bars, l’i{t:y appeared ab-
solutely untouched but when she pulled harshly
at them, every one gave way. For half an hour
she did nqt realize what had ba ed. Then &
thrill of thanksgiving went thrngb{ng through
her henrt. Resdy-made was her means of escape.

Almost simultaneously with the thoughs
came another and more terrifying one, This was
probably not a means of escape so much as s
means of entrance. Instantly her mind fashed
& picture of the silent Thompson. First she was
tempied to call for help and expose the man.

Becond thought advised agsinst this, No one
must know about the rubies, no one must know
llmusthpncctm ';lt]onea. But what eould she do?

e wos s ndering th

uight when still full)loy drr_sged .;.p:om hau;;:
the window locking out over the moon-splashed
patio. A furtive fizure detached itself from the
shadows and crept toward her. Strangely enough
it did not frighten her to recognize the butler.
She had tried her strength against the man once
and knew that she could call for assistance
should ke enter the room.

She crouched in the opposite side of the
room, listening to the faint tinkle of snapping
iron bars as the man detached the ends from
their sockets. His head and shoulders appeared
";. éhe {opctr;lmg. L!'Jl]‘iﬂ‘ and longer grew hia
shadow in the room, then the fai
slipped to the floor, i

Breathlessly she watched his aproach, There
was nothing undecided about his movements. Hs
wasimifu: he was ccrtain; he was sure. Not a
motion, not & step was wasted., His whole
was coiled like a spring, ready to leap in an;dytil-
rection, yet there was no fear or indecision about
it. He was almost over the bed, when Lucillo
eprang from her hiding place behind the door.

Instantly he turned, his head darting from
side to side like that of & giant reptile, his beady
eyes holding her own and striking terror into
the very soul of her. She realized in a flash what
it meant to stop a desperate thief in the midst
of his marauding, realized that the man she al-
ways thought of as a servant was now a hunted
besst, cornered and at bay. Iey fingers clutched
at her spine, while little ants’ nests of nerves
tingled at the back of her neck. Thompson did
not speak. Slowly his hands opened ang'?:lo:ed,
while a grin crossed his face, widened his mouth,
6 hideously inhuman grin. She tried to ery ous
but her lips were frozen shut. The capable
hands, the hands she recalled as dlways being so
competent to handle anything, were opening and
closing as he advanced upon her, with swiftness,
with certainty and with sureness, as though al-
ready they felt in their strong yet delicate pads,
the feel of her throat.

He had almost reached her side when he
stopped suddenly, whirling toward the window.
Lacille unconsciously followed the direction of
his gaze. A long arm, the jacket sleeve of which
was slashed and pieced out with pold-trimmed
doe-skin was being extended into the room. Just
an arm it was, yet the hand that tipped it ex-
tended still further within the room by reason
of & long revolver it held. From the darkoess
outside came s hissing sound, an angry, soake-
like sound. Then, simultaneously, with the drop-
plog «f Thompson to the floor, an orange spurt
of fire leaped into the room, the whine of a hul-
let struck against her ears, Dut no report.

Lueille staggered back as her defender, the
lover who had promised his assistance, leaped
lightly into the room. Iis hand was upon her
arm, his lips at her enr. Reading his thoughts,
vet hearing pothing, she moved toward the win-
dow and lifted her tiny foot as though to mount
o horse. His bunds cupped about it. She vaulted
to the casement and, in o second, had scrambled
through. The bresth of the open, redolent with
all the perfumes of the night, assailed her nos-
trils and she opened her mouth, lnving her throat
with them,

By her side stood the man. For & moment
he waited, then urged her forward. She was
free, free, free! Of course there were pickets to
be passed, but she had made one providential
escape tonight, why not another,

Out of sight of the bullding she paused and
tooked sbout her. How ealm and peaceful and
friendly appeared the night. Oc such a nighs
Leander swam the Hellespont ana Lery, beside
her, stood enother Leander who would brae as
mueh, had already braved more than ever did
fabled hero. The moon was full, rolling lazily
about atop a mountain peak as though shaki
his jolly sides with laughter at this Lrlumphltl’s
one be love.” ‘Lhe stars winked merrily at her,
urging her on her way. Looking back at the
building from which she had come it appeared
made of silver and all the windows were dise
monds erusted there, the rigid leaves of the
bayonet trees stretched upward as though guard-
Ing it, sentivel-like, against intrusion from the
outside. The touch of a timid dnger upon her
arm “rought her from her reveries,

“T.e horsea wait, my lady.”

Came & swift flashing of lights from tha
house they had left behind, a scurry of feet, tha
sound of voices, loud, shrill, insistent. The Mexi-
can seized her arm flercely and bulf dragged her
from off the court to a clump of bushes whare
two horses stood, saddled and bridled. In a seo-
ond she wes in the saddle, the man beside her.

The clatter of hoofs rang out upon the afil-
ence. Looking back sbe caught glimpses of dark

. figurea silhouetted against the tropical vegeta-

tion in the patio. A spurt of fire leaped out at
them like a living thing. The Mexican muttersd
& guttural oath and urged his horse to more
apeed. Lucille bent over her horse’s head, bent
low, for the whine of bullets was in the air
about them,

Suddenly ths Mexican grunted loudly. Hia
bands shot high in the mir, then the horse fairly
ran from under him. Upon the ground he
G 5 glant Aapesod cactis plach. Tacils speun
of & cactus t.
from hdz: and sought his side.

Red, warm blood gushed from the
his ehent.m t.i?: not more red i :;n
rose tening
heart, & rose from ﬂh“ﬂo
dny before had disappeared. His eyes
ing when she stooped and brushed her lips
hiz. forehead. A shadowy amile crossed his
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as he opened his eyes once more, thet wera
soft and tender before they gl )

“Go!” he muttered. “Go!" Then his" veoles

took on the resonant tone of & scant day or leas
before. “It in the ripple of the Wishing Well,
my lld!. Go! Ride—to the one—your—
desires.

came from her eyes Louder grew ile shouis,
the voices. The air was alive with long, darting
flames. Loubegue’s hive was swarming.

Bhe leaped into the saddle once more and
dug her into the horse's mides.
night she rode with all the Devils of Hell behind
her and all the fear of a thousand
many demons in her heart, but with the ripple
of the Wishing Well in her cars, ©

(Continued Next Week} . off
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